KALEIDOSCOPE   ONE

His presence weighed upon the two elders. They
walked like convicts under guard. The child said noth-
ing and did nothing, and yet his presence became more
and more irksome as the minutes went by. He repelled
their advances, their essays at conciliation. His eye-
lids stung with suppressed tears, his lips were drawn and
sullen. Suddenly, feeling she could bear this furtive
observation no longer, the mother ordered Edgar to go
on in front.

"I can't stand your dogging my steps like this. It
makes me nervous."

Obediently, the boy took the lead, but every once in a
while he looked back to see if they were following, and
would wait for them to catch up with him if they dawdled
on the way.

His obstinate silence poisoned any pleasure they had
hoped to derive from this stroll, and his hostile eyes dried
up the words on their lips. Baron Otto von Sternfeldt
did not venture to woo, and it was with impotent fury
that he sensed the woman slipping from his grasp as the
passion he had been at such pains to evoke cooled under
the observation of this nerve-racking and detestable
child. Every time they started to converse they became
tongue-tied. In the end, the trio wandered aimlessly
through the forest, wrapped in a shroud of silence, while
the trees rustled above their heads and the sound of their
own footsteps beat upon the air. The boy had success-
fully wet-blanketed their conversation.

A malevolent spirit had taken up its abode in the
heart of each one of them. But the child was armed and
invulnerable; he took a wild delight in the fact that he,
whom they despised, remained unscathed by their
wrath. It was sheer delight to see how mortified the
baron was, how he resented such treatment. Edgar
could guess the tenor of the curses that lay unuttered
upon the man's lips; he knew that his mother's temper
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